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HOPE.
BY SCHILLER,

How many there are who sing and dream
Of happier seasons coming !
And ever is fancy, to catch a beam
Of a golden era, roaming. .
The world may grow old, and young again,
And the hope of a better shall still remain,

Hope comes with life at its dawning hour;
Hope sports with the infant creeper;

Hope cheers up the youth, with her magic power
And when, too, the gray-haired weeper

Has closed in the grave his weary round,

He plants the tree of hope on the mound.

It is not an empty, vain deceit,
In the brains of fools created;
It speaks to the soul of a state more meet,
Where its longings shall all be sated.
Ang the promise the indwelling voice thus makes
To the hoping soul, it never breaks.

For the St, Louis Ohristian Advocate.

_ «He that loveth his life shall lose it, and }Je that
hateth his life in this world, shall preserve it in ever~
lasting life.”

If this be made the test, how few of us will
preserve ours in everlasting ?

How few of us hate our lives so much that we
will not engage in amusements, which, if not calcu-
lated to turn us-back, will by no means make us]
more mindful of our duty or abhor sin more,
He that, like Cranmer, cannot withstand the
devil or the Pope, or the world, which is now
more powerful, but recants to save his life, shall
lose it. But those were severe times to the
Christian! What is recantation? Would crime
persisted in be such? or would it indicate there
was nothing to recant? Would a downright
willful falsehood under the most solemn circum-
stances do? Or would a falsehood upon the
highway, in order to save our life, be loving it
sufficiently to lose it—if we should like Cranmer,
and that eternally ?  Would a Christian, though
he does not love his life muek, be justifiable in
loving it in this world more than that of an ene-
my? We believe it is written : * He that loseth
his life for my sake, shall find it.” How can this
apply tous? We rarely see a person under the
necessity of losing his life, because he is, and
will persist in being a Christian, Christ-like ? If
then we should take a life zather than give ours,
when an enemy desires it, for a real or imaginary
evil, we would not be loving it in the sense above!
And in losing, we would have no assurance of
finding it, as it would not be in His name | But
yet it might be, as He says, “He that smiteth
thee on thy right cheek turn to him the other
also.”

. Do no murder. Yet this might lead us into
as disagreeable a sitnation as that occupied in
the Pennsylvania Assembly, by the Quakers, and
out of which they used so much astuteness in
getting. It will be recollected that they were
opposed to war, and when the king solicited a
grant from Pennsylvania to buy powder to defend
the colonies, they would not grant money to buy
powder, because that was an ingredient of war;
but they voted an aid to England to be appropri-
ated to the purchase of wheat and other grzin,
which could very well mean powder! Buat He
never took life, nor ever encouraged others to do
it, how much soever they were oppressed ! He
freely gave his life to his enemies! Should we
be Christ-like as far as there is any beauty in
conforming our lives to his? There is certainly
something nobly beautiful in offering up one’s life
to save that of another | But does Christianity
mean to be like Christ. To be nominally a Chris-
tion is a small matter, and in fact is sought by
many as a means merely of temporal interest.
Bat now it fails to carry a very great influence |
It is being suspected. For it has failed to such
a degree that “ candid” men, scorning the hypo-
crite, would feel they were subjecting themselves
to suspicion in putting on this garb. Yet these
men, with all their candor, can and do admire
the truly pious, whose deeds, conversation and
Godly walk prove them to be really such. And
as their candor will never take them to heaven,
they may look well to it or perhaps share the
fate of the hypocrite | Let us who have put on
Christ so walk in him, and not give umbrage to
the church nor even to enemies. * This is the
love of Grod that you keep his commandments,”
and they are not grievous. Are they not griev-
ous? Do we take delight in them, and find
therein joy and peace? Or do we neglect all
but a sufficiency to barely have the appearance
of a Christian? Is there so great a contrast
between us and the world as to be readily distin-
guished from it? Do we take a delight in closet
prayer, in lifting up our hearts to God, in rejoic-
“ing in his love ? “Pray without ceasing.” *‘ Ab-
stain from all appearance of evil” Let us not
then love our lives, which have been bought
with a price ; but rather consecrate them to
Him. One of the best ways of proving our
love is keeping his commandments and doing
good to his children. If these do not appear,
then our love will be of little value. “ Inasmuch
-as you did it not to one of the least of these, you
“ﬁ it not to me.” “Depart from me, ye cursed,
Mito everlasting fire, prepared for the devil and
his angels.” Oh! may we go having our fruits
with us! Oh! may we look on this life as a
means, which we will by no means, fail to im-
" prove, of laying up crowns of rejoicing in heaven!
‘Let us ever keep our actions, secret as well as
gpublic, and our intentions pure ; ever asking His
assistance and relying upon Him ; loving our
lives only as a means of serving him.
Columbia, Mo.

Aor,

TrE Varican.—The word “ Vatican” is often
used, but there are many whe do not understand
its import. The term refers to a collection of
buildings on one of the seven hills of Rome,
which covers a space of 1,200 feet in length, and
about 1,000 in breadth. It is built on the spot
once occupied by the garden of the cruel Nero.
It owes its origin to the Bishop of Rome, who,
|in the early part of the sixth century, erected an
humble residence on its site. About the year
1660, Pope Eugenius rebuilt it on a magnificent
scale. In 1605, Clement V., at the instigation
of France, removeq the Papal See from Rome to
{A-vignon, when the Vatican remained in a condi-

lon of obscurity and neglect for many years. It

nQw the repository of multitudinous’ treasures

ff art,

George G. Cookman.

The following tribute to the late Rev. George
G. Cookman, is from the pen of Hon. O. H.
Smith, of Indiana, a member of the Presbyterian
Church :

“It was Sabbath morning. The last of the
city church-bells was ringing as I left my boarding-
house on Capitol Hill, at Washingtoun City, for
Wesley Chapel. It was quarterly meeting. The
preacher had closed his sermon, when there arose
at the desk a slender, spare man, about five feet
eight, dark complexion, black hair falling careless-
ly over his high forehead, lean bony face, wide
mouth, round-breasted black coat, with velvet
falling collar, black vest and pantaloons Ad-
dressing the congregation, he said: ‘We de-
gire to take up a small collection for the relief of
destitute, worn-out Methodist preachers and
their families. We appeal to-day to the hearts
of the congregation; and took his seat. A
large collection followed. I whispered to Patrick
G. Good, of Ohio, who sat by me, ‘Who is
that ¥ ‘Don’t you know him? It is George
@. Cookman.” The next Sabbath I was at the
chapel again. Mr. Cookman preached. I re-
turned satisfied that he was no ordinary man.
The election for chaplain of the Senate came on
few days after, and, without the knowledge of
Mr. Cookman, I privately suggested his name to
the Senators around me. The most of them
had heard him preach. He was elected chap-
lain by a decided vote over the Rev. Henry
Slicer, against whom there was not the least ob-
jection ; but we wantéed to bring Mr. Cookman
more prominently before the public. The next
Sabbath he preached his first sermon in the hall
of the House, to a very large congregation, from
the text, ‘The sword of the Lord and of Gid-
eon” He made a profound impression on his
hearers that day, which seemed to increase with
every succeeding sermen. '

‘It is not my purpose to sketch the many ser-
mons of Mr. Cookman during the time he was
chaplain of the Senate, the most of which I
heard. He was a clear, distinct, and powerful
preacher. The remarkable clearness of his men-
tal vision enabled him to see and describe what-
ever he touched, so as almost to make Paul,
Silas, Peter, Mark and John, stand before you
a8 he named them. His tone of voice, as he
warmed with his subject, and the tear stealing
down his check, were irresistible. Asa pulpit
orator, take him all in all, he had few equals, and
no superiors, that I ever heard. There was no
place for a choir where Cookman sang. His
voice was melody itself. I heard him in the
Senate chamber, on the funeral occasion of Sen-
ator Betts, of Connecticut. The chamber was
crowded. The President, Departments, foreign
Ministers, Senators, and Representatives were
there. I distinctly recollect one of the fignres of
speech : ‘ As the human family come upon the
the great stage of life, they find at every fork of
the road the finger-board distinctly pointing to
the grave—to the grave! There is no other
road to travel from infancy to old age and death
but the road that leads to the grave’ There
was not a dry eye in the chamber when he closed
his sermon of one hour, and sang alone the sin-
gle verse of the hymn—

“ And must this body dic—
This well-wrought frame decay ?
And must these nctive limbs of mine
Lie mouldering in the clay 2’

“The session of Congress was about to close
upon the administration of Mr. Van Buren. The
inauguration of Gen. Harrison was soon to take
place. Mr. Cookman had all his arrangements
made to visit England on the steamer DPresident.
The first dispatch from the new administration
was to be confided to his charge. The next Sab-
bath he was to take leave of the members of
Congress in his farewell sermon  The day came.
An hour before the usual time the crowd was
seen filling the pavements of the avenue, and
pressing up the hill to Representative Hall,
which was soon filled to overflowing, and hun
dreds, unable to get seats, went away disappoint-
ed. I obtained a seat early in front of the
clerk’s desk. John Quincy Adams sat in the
Speaker’s chair, facing Mr. Cookman. The
whole space on the rostrum and steps was filled
with Senators and Representatives. The mo-
ment had come. Mr. Cookman, evidently much
affected, kneeled in a thrilling prayer, and rose
with his eyes blinded with tears. His voice fal-
tered with suppressed emotions, as he gave out
the hymn— '

% When marshaled on the nightly plain,
The glittering hosts bestud the sky,

One star alone, of all the tre}iu,
Can fix the sinner’s wandering eye.

Hark! hark! to God the chorus-breaks,
From every host, from every gem ;
But one alone the Savior speaks,
It is the star of Bethlehem.

Onece on the raging seas I rode—

The storm was loud, the night was dark ;
The ocean yawned, and rndely blowed

The wind that tossed my foundering bark.”

“The hymn was sung by Mr. Cookman alone.
I can yet in imagination hear his voice, as it filled
the large hall, and the last sounds, with their
echoes, died away in the dome.

“¢And I saw a great white throne, and him
that sat on it, from whose face the earth and the
heaven fled away ; and there was no place for
them.

“¢And I saw the dead, small and great, stand
before God, and the books were opened : and
another book was opened, which is tke book of
life, and the dead were judged out of those things
which were written in the books, according to
their works)

“ Mr. Cookman was more affected when he
gave us the text than I had ever seen him before.
He several times passed his handkerchief over
his eyes before he began. 'The first sentences
are fresh in recollection, ¢ When Massillon, one
of the greatest divines that France ever kuew,
was called to preach the funeral sermon of the
departed king, in the cathedral at Paris, before
the reigning king, the royal family, the chambers,
and the grandees of France, be took with him to
the sacred desk a little golden urn, containing a
lock of hair of the late king. The immense con-
gregation was seated, and the silence of death
reigned. Massillon arose, holding the little urn
in his fingers, his hand resting upon the sacred
cushion. All eyes were intently fixed upon him.
Moments, minutes passed ; Massillon stood mo-
tionless, pale as a statue ; the feeling became in-
tense ; many believed he was struck dumb before
the august assembly ; many sighed and groaned
aloud ; many eyes were suffused with tears, when
the hand of Massillon was scen slowly raising the
little golden urn, his eyes fixed upoun the king,
as the hand was returned to the sacred cushion
the loud and solemn voice of Massillon was
heard in every part of the cathedral, ‘God alone
s great! So 1 say to you to-day, my beloved
hearers, there is no human greatness, God alone
¢s great P The subject was the day of judg-
ment. I had heard it preached before many
times, but never as I heard it then. The im-
mense congregation was held almost breathless
with the most beautiful, sublime, and powerfal
sermon I ever heard. He spoke of the final sep-

aration in the day of judgment, and fancied the
angel of the Lord locking the door that opened
to the bottomless pit, stepping upon the ramparts,
letting fall the key into the abyss below, and
dropping the last tear over fallen and con-
demned man. He closed, ‘I go to the land of
my birth, to press once more to my heart my
aged mother, and drop a tear on the grave of
my sainted father, Farewell, furewell” And he
sank overpowered to his secat, while the whole
congregation responded with sympathizing tears.”

The Silence of an Arctic Night.

The following eloquent description of the si-
lence of the Arctic night occurs in Dr. Hay’s
“ Lecture on the Arctic Regious.” We have, at
least, when eight or nine miles under ground in
the Mammoth Cave —scemed to feel the dark-
ness, but we never imagined that other negative
attribute of nature-—silence—could be so intense
as to be heard. Yet the doctor’s description
makes this strange parody a reality. He says:

“The moonlights of this period (winter) arc
the most grand and impressive of anything I
have ever witnessed. The clearness of the air,
the white surface of the snow and ice give an
effeet monotonous and cheerless, but truly grand.
But there is another element which makes this
mid-winter moonlight seem almost terrible in its
oppressiveness—it is silence.

“I have often, to escape from the trying mo-
notony of ship-board life, gone off six or eight
miles in the interior in search of novelty, and in
order that I might be alone. There, seated upon
a rock or snow bank, I look around me, and sce
a great uneven country ; rocky hills and glaciers
covered with snow; myriads of crystal gems
sparkling in the light of the pale moon, which
shoots its rays down through the crysp air, mak-
ing it almost as light as day, I loock seaward,
and see a long plain of ice, melting into the hori-
zon, dotted all over with huge, towering bergs—
nothing more.

*“ All nature is in the repose of death. I am
too far from shore to hear the crumbling of the
tables as they rise and fall lazily with the tide,
or roar like distant thunder as some huge crack
opens throngh the floes. There is no animal to
cross my path, no tree among whose stiff branches
the wind can sigh and moan. There is no song
of bird to enliven the scene—no wild beast to
howl. I stand there alone, the sole one of God’s
living world—the only being that has life or can
move. KEvery sound that I hear, every motion
that 1 see, is made by myself; I hear nothing but
my own heart, my own footsteps, or now and
then the rumbling of the falling snow bank.

“The sensation of utter loneliness and isola-
tion creeps over me. My heart beats as it rushes
the blood through the sensitive organization of
the ear, I am oppressed as with discordant
sounds. Silence has ceased to be negative—it
has become sternly positive. I hear, see, and
feel it. Its presence is unendurable. I spring
to my feet—1I plant them heavily in the snow, to
drown its presence, and I rush back to the vessel,
and glad even to find refuge in its dull, dull life
of horrid inactivity.”

American Missionaries in Persia,

For twenty years past the missionuries of the
Am rican Board of Commissioners for Foreign
Missions have been quietly and successfully en-
gaged in missionary labors among the Nestorians
in Persia. The seat of their mission is the prov-
ince of Oroomiah, where the Nestorians chiefly
reside.

Duaring this period the entire Bible has been
translated and published by them, as well as
many other good and useful books. The language
of these publications is that which is commonly
spoken by the Nestorians of the present day, a
language which had never been written before
the missionaries went to those parts.

Schools and seminaries of learning have been
established in every part of the provinces, in
which many hundreds of Nestorian children and
youth of both sexes have been educated. By
these means, and through the" preaching of the
gospel, light, truth, and general intelligence, and
moral and religious improvements have been rap-
idly extending over the Nestorian community,
and the missionaries bave enjoyed the favor and
the gratitude of nearly all the leading ecclesias-
tics, and of thousands of their people. One fact
is sufficient to show the exteunt to which this is
true, namely, that all the schools in Oroomiah
have been thrown open to the missionaries, and
all the Nestorian Bishops, with one or two excep-
tions, have been their firm and counstant friends.
The exceptions referred to are individuals of bad
character, being given to open and shamecless
drunkenuess and debauchery, It should farther
be stated that, from time to time, the Persian
Government has expressed the most decided ap-
probation of the labors of the missionaries.

There can be no doubt that the favor with
which the missionaries were regarded by these
high dignitaries was in a great measurc owing to
the kind representations and powerful influence
of the British Ambassadors who have resided
near the Court of Persia.  Sir John Campbell,
Sir John MeNeill, Col. Sheil, and latterly Mr.
Murray, have all manifested the kindest feeling
towards the men who have been laboring with so
much perseverance aud sell-denial for the intellec-
tual and spiritual improvement of that distant
and degraded people, and have always shown the
greatest readiness to afford them all necessary
countenance and protection.

Thus, for a score of years, the missionarics
have been permitted quietly to prosecute their
various, peaceful and beneficent labors, having
“noue to molest them or make them afraid.”
The present Sadrazan (Prime Minister) of the
King, for some reason or other is their enemy.

Most likely, it is becanse of his general hostil-
ity to English influence in the country, the mis-
sionaries always being cunsidered as Englishmen,
from the speaking and teaching the English lau-
guage, and being noder English protection,

Two years ago a firman was issued, which was
intended to fetter all the operations of the mis-
sionaries. It prohibited them from teaching fe-
males, and virtnally from having schools of any
kind. They were forbidden to teach the English
language to any oue, to employ or authorize any
native Nestorian to preach, or to send preachers
to any other place; and the people were ordered
not to attend the preaching of the missionaries.
A censor was to be placed over their press, to
see that nothing shounld be printed against the
previouns religious notions of the Nestorian peo-
ple; and, to crown all, the two dissolute and
abandot:ed bishops already referred to, were con-
stituted general directors of everything pertain-
ing to the American mission,

Pareuts are strongly threatened with the se-
verest punishment if they send their children to
the schools. Native teachers are fined, impris-
oued or beaten, even those who are not actually
engaged in teaching ; native teachers are also
cruelly seized and bastinadoed, sometimes with-
out even the pretence of a fault. Indeed, every
individaal among the people, who is known as
having become enlighteuned in his religious views,
and intelligent under the training of the mission-
aries, is now a marked man, and liable to suffer

every dpecies of abuse and violence which a vile,
capricibus and malevolent government agent
chooses to inflict.

Fifty village schools, that were doing incalcu-
lable good to the Nestorian race, have thus been
broken up; the people are forbidden to read the
books that have been issned from the mission
press; and enlightened and pious Nestorian eccle-
siastics:are ordered, on pain of imprisonment and
the bastinado, not to enter their own churches,
and not cven to preach to individuals in their
own holises. It is impossible to believe that the
Persiad Government, unaided and alone, has
elaborated this clever scheme for the annibilation
of the American mission in Oroomiah. In all
probability both St. Petersburg and St. Peter’s
have had to do with it.—American pager.

The Missionary Riddle.
The Religious Telescope says that this riddle
was written in aid of the fund of a London Mis-

sionary Bociety, and is called on that account,
“A M:fsionary Riddle.” It will puzzle the

brains of the little folks, but if it be looked for in
oue of the historical books of the Old Testament,
it may gise:be lgoked for in vain :
Come and commiserate
One who was blind,
Helpless and desolate,
Void of a mind;
Guileless, deceiving,
Though unbelieving,
¥ree from all sin;
By mortals adored,
Still I ignored
The world I was in.
Kiog Ptolemny’s, Cuc-ar’s,
And Tiglath Pileser’s
Birth-days are shown;
Wise men, astrologers,
All are acknowledgers
Mine is unkoown,
I ne’er had a father
Or mother; or rather
If I had either,
Alive at my birth;
Lodged in a palace,
Hunted by mulice,
I did not inherit
By lineage or merit,
A spot on the earth.
Nursed among Pagans, no one baptized me:
A spounsor I had, who ne’er catechized me :
She gave me the name to ber heart that - was dearest;
But one look of kindness
She cast on me never;
Nor a word in my blindness,
I heard from her ever.
Compass’d by dangers,
Nothing could harm me—
By foemen and strangers,
Nougli! could alarm me;
I saved, I destroyed:
I blessed, I alloyd;
Kept a crown for a prince,
But had none of my own;
Filled the place of a king,
But ne’er sat on a throne;
Rescued a warrior; bafled a plot;
Was what I seemed not. seemed what I am not.
Devoted to Slaughter,
A price on my head,
A king’s lovely daughter
Watched on my bed :
Though gently she dressed me, fainting with fear,
She never caressed me, nor wiped off a tear;
Never moistened my lips, though parching and dry.
(What marvel a blight should pursue till she die ?)
’Twas royalty nursed me,
Wretched and poor;
"Twas royalty cursed me,
In secret I’m sure,
I live not, I die not, but tell you I must;
That ages have passed since 1 first turned to dust.
This paradox whence? This squalor! this splendor!
Say, was I a king or a silly pretender!
Fathom the mystery
Deep in my history.
Was [ aman?
An angel gupernal ?
A demon ipfernal?
Solve it who can!

The Two Critical Points.

was raised in the western part of
Kentucky. He grew up to man’s estate, and en-
tered upon his profession without religion.  After
he had been in practice some years, it pleased
God, in a time of general religious interest, to
awaken him to a seuse of his sinful condition.
He was deeply affected and coucerned for his
soul, and went to the altar of prayer, soliciting
the counsels and prayers of God’s people. A
large circle of friends were interested in his con-
dition, and prayed for his conversion. Just at
this critical point in his history, when the assaults
of the adversary are redoubled, and the troubled,
unsettled mind is peculiarly liable to be influenced
by temptation, a Baptist minister, who was sub-
stantially a Campbellite in disguise, visited him,
and conversed with him upon the subject which
then most interested him. Instead of giving him
such advice as his case demanded, and a Chris-
tian minister would be expected to give, Lie set
Limself to decry the altar and its exercises and
advantages, and to persoade him that there was
a better way ; that what he needed and was to
look for, were not repentant sorrow and supernat-
ural aid, but “ obedience to the command of God,
and to follow his Savior” The bait took, and
the subtle poison did its work. He soon shook
off his sorrow for sin, stifled his convictions, and
determined to substitute bis own imaginary obe-
dience for the renewivg of Divine grace. Ilere
the first critical point was passed, and passed un-
fortunately. Subsequent!y he was “ baptized for
the remission of sins.”  Stil, all his former views
of religion were not eradicated, and he doubtless
felt that his condition did not meet the descrip-
tion of the Bible. While in this state of mind,
he spent the better part of the day in the family
of Rev. Mr.——, a local preacher; and in look-
ing over his Dbooks for something to employ his
time, he found ** Watsow’s Institutes.” Turning
to the index, his eve fell upon the words, * The
witness of the Spirit,” when he exelaimed: “This
is just what I want.” 'The loral brother, feeling
an intercst in his welfare, and hoping that the
way might open for some profitable conversion,
requested him to read the chapter upon that sub-
ject aioug, to which he assented, and at once
commenced. He hud not proceeded fur with the
discussion when he began to exbibit emotion; as
he read on, his voice began to tremble.  Strug-
gling with his emotions, and controling his feel-
ings as far as he could, he still continued to read,
his agitation increasing every moment, and show-
ing itself more and more in his voice, which be-
came unnatural aud broken. The local brother,
seeing that the exposition and argument of the
author, applied by the Spirit, were sweeping his-
foundation from under him, said nothing. By
the time the doctor had finished the chapter,
he was wrought to the highest pitch of excite-
ment, and, unable to conceal his feelings or con-
trol himself, he arose from his seat suddenly, and
strode across the room a few times, giving unmis-
takeable signs of distress, and then, hastily
throwing off his clothes, he threw himself into
the bed, and with a groan, and the exclamation
that he was sick, drew the clothes over his head.
The local preacher, fearing he might rouse his
pride and put him on the defensive, thonght it
best to leave him to his reflections and the Spirit
of God. He retired from the room, and did not
interrupt or see him again until the next morn-
ing. When they met, he inquired of the doctor
what he thought then of the witness of the
Spirit, and received the reply that he had settled
that matter; that he had * looked the whole sub-

Dr. B

ject over, and Mr. Watson must be wrong and

his theory right.” And thus the second crisis was
passed. The remainder of the narrative is soon
told, and is what men observant of the dealings
of God with those who quench and resist the
Holy Spirit would expect. Years have passed,
but the doctor has shown no further interest upon
the subject of religion from that day ; but pur-
sued Campbellism into spiritualism, and that into
infidelity, and is now living utterly unconcerned,
8o far as man can judge, about the great inter-
ests of eternity. The two great crisis of his life
were passed unimproved, and he lives a monument
of the truth that there are critical moments in a
man’s history, upon the decision and improvement
of which depend the interests and destinies of
eteroity.—Nashville Christian Advocate.

Do you pay your Debts?

This is a very plain and pointed question, so
that some may regard it as rather rude and per-
sonal. Personal, we desire it to be, but rude we
do not. We desire it to be personal in such
scnse, that every person who reads it will ask it
himself. We put it then kindly and respectfully
to every reader, do you pay your debts ?

We ask the question because we think there is
need for asking and answering it all over the
country. There is with good men, sometimes,
an indifference about getting into debt, and then
an equal or greater indifference about getting
out, that we think nceds to be spoken of plainly
and clearly, for it is a serious evil. Men who
are scrupulous and even chivalrous about their
word in other thiugs, are regardless of it here.
It would hardly be right, certainly it would
greatly offerd them, to intimate that they had
been guilty of uttering falsehoods, but what name
shall we apply to a promise {o pay, which is re-
peatedly broken, and which must frequently be
made without any definite expectation of keeping
it? Isit telling the truth ?

There are men in every part of the country
who are in the habit of getting all their necessa-
ries on credit, and when the debt is once incur-
red, it seems to give them but little further anx-
iety. It lies on, month after month, overlaid
with promises to ‘“ call and settle,” that are never
performed. Sometimes these persons are church-
members, and in the judgment of charity real
Christians. But in their dealings they are so no-
toriously negligent, that their promise to * call
and settle,” becomes a mere by-word and jest.
They are thus a great stumbling block in the
way of the world, with whom honesty and cor-
rectness in pecuniary matters is the first and
greatest commandment of the law.

We are aware that many persons are really
unable to pay their debts, by reason of misfor-
tune or unavoidable poverty. But many use this
plea when it does not really belong to them. A
little more industry or economy, or self-denial,
would remove much of this alleged inability. And
in many other cases it is confessedly not for want
of means, but bhecause of a mere habit into which
the person has fallen. A little more system in
managing their affairs, or promptness in keeping
things square with the world, would prevent it
all, and enable them to make the year meet, not
only at the ends, but also along the middle.
With others it is mere thoughtlessness. They
have many small debts, all of which could be
met with the utmost ease, but they are so trifling
that no effort is made to meet them. It is only
a small bill to a mechanic, or a dress-maker, ora
merchant, or a printer, so small that it is not
worth attending to. DBut it is forgotten, that
just because of the number of these small bills,
the mechanic and dress-maker canuot pay their
hands, and have to buy on credit, and therefore
at a disadvantage, the necessaries of-fife ; and
the merchant has his capital fritted away in little
fragments, and 1s unable at last to meet his notes
in bank ; and the printer, unable to collect the
many small sums that are due him, is unable to
pay the large ones that he owes to others. These
little sums are the leaks in every business, that in
the end swamp it and sink it in bankruptey, un-
less the profits are such as to counterbalance the
losses. 'To do -his the profits must of course be
larger than they need otherwise be, and thus
those who pay their own debts, bave in part to
pay for the debts of others. All this would be
saved by simply observing the Bible rule of ow-
ing no man anything, or paying what we owe.

From the New QOrleans Christian Advocate.
St. Paul a Local Preacher.

Not all the time, but once. His stay at Cor-
inth was much in the character of a local preach-
er. Many of the most useful and pious Method-
ists are local preachers, and it may be agreeable
to consider that the Apostle fell into their ranks
for awhile, and how he illustrated the calling.

He wrought at his eraft week-days and preach-
ed on Sabbaths. Though a scholar, and raised
in affluence, St. Paul had a trade—a tent-maker.
The Jews had a custom of educating every boy
to make his living, as, no matter how rich the
heir, fortune might throw him upon his own re-
sources. And they held that the parent who did
not thus train up his child, risked a loafer, if not
a thief.

Iu partnership with Aquila and Priscilla, they
doubtless earried on a considerable business in
Corinth. “This required buying and selling, hire-
ing hands, collecting debts and making contracts.
As St. Paunl was never the man to shirk duty—
we may well suppose Lim taking his share of all
the responsibilities, and “diligent in business.”
Providing things houest in the sight of all inen,
he was not ashamed to be seen at work, and to
let people know how he got along.

No evidence appears that he lost caste, infla-
ence or reputation by all this.  So did St. Paul
carry.ou business. Busiuess and religion may go
together; and that not ouly in a quiet country,
but m a commercial city of sharp rivalries and
competitions-—a lesson worthy an epistle to the
Chureh.  Miuisterial dignity and the cultivation
of deep piety compatible with trade. St. Paul
for it.

Take care, tent-maker, how you stitch that
cloth—no worm-eaten tent-poles or stakes! If
you put off a mean job on a customer, it will not
be easy to face him in the congregation, next
Sabbath: harder still to persuade him. But if
he finds you upright in dealings, not overreach-
ing or uureliable, you address him from a strong
vantage ground. Your hearers are your neigh-
bors—they know you—and this advantage hath
every Jocal preacher like St. Paul.

If his public exercises were confined to Sab-
baths, he filled “ every Sabbath ;” so says the
Book: never lay about his shop on that day : no
fifth Sunday appointments. Moreover — “ he
reasoned every Sabbath in the synagogue ,” found
time to prepare. It was a well-studied talk he
had ready ; worldly cares were not plead in
excuse.

No doubt he would have liked to range about
Achaia, felt the restraints of business and wished
it otherwise. Nevertheless, he managed to get
up prayer-meetings and establish a small church
at Cenchrea—one of the ports of the rich and
corrupt city, a sort of ‘ Natchez under the hill.”
He bad not much aid, either, for Phebe seems to
have been the main pillar there.

What & useful local preacher ! Doing more

preaching and church-building than many who
have nothing else to do.

Rome has relics of one sort and another o
fragment of the last supper table, a piece of Pe-
ter’s coat, aqd even a splinter of the cross—bat
we should like to see one of those tents well
authenticated. A protest against monasticism,
and proof that business men can be holy.

St. Paul charged the Christians nothing for
preaching; nor will any eay it was on the princi-
ple—*""poor preach poor pay.” They got it
“freely.” They were rich, yet he would receive
nothing. He had his reasons. From an inde-
pendent position, free from suspicion of seeking
theirs and not them, he spoke to the Corinthians.
How many an itinerant, compelled to submit to
being supported by the gospel, has wished for
that same independence, and euvied his local
brother in that thing?

But while St. I'aul would receive nothiog, he
let them know that he waived a right, not a favor.
All this time, he urged and insisted on the right
of the ministry to a full and cheerful support.
He stood off from a great principle, the more
clearly to establish it. There was never an insin-
uation that because he was not paid, others
should not be, who devoted themselves to the
altar. The local preacher was the trae and best
friend of the itinerant.

By and by, his spirit stirs to preach the gospel
in regions heyond. The Church in Corinth is
planted, and he is drawn elsewhere: pulls up his
stakes, sells out his stock in trade, and joins the
regular work. The Corinthian life is a mere epi-
sode ; an itinerant beforc and ecver after. Aund
like every true one, he goes up to Conference at
Jerusalem, “bound in the spirit, not knowing the
things that shall befall him there.”

The Needle's Eye and Camel.

“It is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a
geedle, ,t’han for o rich man to enter the kingdom of
eaven.

There are thousands who read this passage,
hut receive from it no definite idea. Variouns ex-
planations have heen given of it, none of which
ever seemed to us, to convey the true meaning—
showing the beanty and force of the figure. All
admit that it is impossible for & camel to go
through a needle’s eye, yet we cannot doubt that
some men who are rich will he saved. We have
met, somewhere in our reading, with an explana-
tion that we regard as probably the true one,
which was this: We are informed by travelers
that all the cities of the East are surrounded by
high and massive walls. At certain points these
walls have passways for the exit and entrance of
the inhabitants. The passageways, in times of
peace, were open in the day, but closed at night.
By the side of these large entrances were those
that were much smaller, used by foot-passengers
and by those who Lad occasion to go in or out at
night—they were called the ‘“needle’s eye.” A
camel, without any burden, can pass through
these, yet with much difficulty. Now, it is not
impossible for a rich man to enter heaven for we
trust that there are many already in the para-
dise of God, who consecrated their wealth to the
gervice of Christ, and looked to Him alone for
salvation. But just as the camel must be re-
lieved of his load before he can pass through the
‘“needle’s eye,” so the rich man must lay off of
his heart the riches of the world, and consecrate
them, as well as himsclf, to the service and glory
of God. For it is utterly impossible to serve him
and mammon. It is much easicr for a camel to
go through the “needle’s eye” What then,
will become of those professors whose learts are
set on this world. Worldly-minded, money-loving
Christian, we leave you to pounder this solemn
question. It is one of deep and eternal impor-
tance to you.

A Lgesson.—Charles Lamb—who has not
Lieard of “gentle Charles ”—was much addicted
to the wine-cap.  Hear his solemu waroing; heed
it ye who can:

“The waters have goue over me. Bat out of
the black depths could I be heard, I would cry
out to all those who have but set a foot in the
perilous flood. Could the youth to whom the
flavor of his first wine is delicions as the opening
scenes of life, or the entcring upon some newly
discovered paradise, look into my desolation, and
be made to understand what a drear thing it is
when a man shall feel himself going down a pre-
cipice with open eyes and passive will—to see his
destruction and have no power to stop it, and yet
feel it all the way emauating from himself; to see
all goodness emptied out of him, and yet not be
able to forget a time when it was otherwise; to
bear about the piteous spectacle of his own ruin;
could he see my fevered eye, feverish with last
night’s drinking, and feverishly looking for the
night’s repetition of the folly; could he but feel
the body of the death out of which I cry hourly,
with feebler outcry, to be delivered—it were
enough to make him dash the sparkling beverage
to the earth in all the pride of its mantling temp-
tation.

“Q, if a wish could transport me back to those
days of youth, when a dranght from the neat,
clear spring could slake my heat which summer
suns and youthful exercise had power to stir up
in my blood, how gladly would [ tarn back to
the element, the drink of my childhood, aud of
childlike, Toly heroism !V

Gen. Cass o¥ Sunpay-Schoous—Tl e veoera-
ble patriot and statesman, Gen. Cass, having
been invited to address the Michigan State Sun-
day-school Couvention, thus writes:

“TIt will afford me pleasure to accept your in-
vitation. 1 appreciate the importance of our
Sunday-schools, and I consider their institution
among the most valuable and efficient means of
religious improvement that have come in our day
to encourage the noble efforts which are making
to ameliorate the moral condition of the world.
And no reflecting man can look abroad upon the
dangerous and delusive vagaries which, under the
name of rcligion, take possession day by day of
the hearts and minds of men, leading to individ-
al and social depravity, without being deeply im-
pressed with the importaunce of zealous and con-
centrated exertions to check this great and
threatening evil. And it can best be effectually
checked by training the vouthful mind in the
knowledge of God and the truths of His revela-
tion. Standing on this vantage ground, the bat:
t'‘e may be fought and won, And I, for one, be-
lieve the contest to be the most momentous which
society has ever been engaged iu, and the Sun-
day-school tuition of the youth an assured means,
under Gtod, of effectual success. So believing,
my prayers and best wishes are with you.”

Secrer ReLicron.—God is often lost in prayers
and ordinances. ‘‘ Enter into thy chamber,”
said He, * and shut thy door about thee.” **Shut
thy door about thee,” means much ; it megns—
shut out not enly frivolity, but business; not only
the company abroad, but the company at home ;
it means—Iet thy poor soul have a little rest and
refreshment, and God have opportunity to speak
to thee in a still small voice, or He will speak in
thunder. I am persuaded the Lord would often
speak more softly if we would shut the door.—
—Cecil. ‘




